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“God has created all.
He provideth for all.
He is kind to all.
Therefore must we be kind to all.”
‘Abdu'l-Bahá
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The Most Great Branch—`Abdu’l-Bahá
by Patricia Abram @

From the fireplace perch
a gentle face
smiles Love on me
throughout my day.
His caring eyes
warm my soul
and lead my way aright.
He is the shining star
I follow eagerly,
praying that I may
walk in His footsteps
and lead the world
to peace and grace.
His deeds teach me
how to live,
to share and give,
to love.
How holy
How pure
The Radiant ‘Abdu’l-Baha.
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Meeting `Abdu’l-Bahá
The Visitors
Many people came to see `Abdu’l-Bahá.
Some of them were rich or important.
Some were poor. Once, a group of English
people who were on holiday in the Holy Land
knocked at His door. `Abdu’l-Bahá welcomed them all and
offered them hospitality.
One day an Arab gentleman came to the house. A little
while later, another Arab gentleman arrived. When they
saw each other they became angry because they did not
like each other! `Abdu’l-Bahá told them funny stories and
they began to laugh. He also told them serious stories and
they listened thoughtfully.
“My home is the home of peace,” said `Abdu’l-Bahá.
“My home is the home of joy and delight. My home is the
home of laughter…. Whoever enters through the portals of
this home must go out with gladsome heart.”
He told them to embrace one another, and He fetched
sweets and two silk handkerchiefs to give them.
“Is it not much better to be friends than enemies?” He
asked them.
“It seems God directed our steps to your home this
morning,” they said as they left the
house the best of friends.
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Alan and Emma
“God’s Words are in everything,” Alan told Emma. “The stars
and the flowers, butterflies and
people. It is the Words which
make the whole world alive and
more beautiful and help us get
closer and closer to God.”
They watched as a mother
bird fed her big baby who was
fluffed up and impatient and
chirping for more.
“Kindness is one of God’s
Words,” said Emma.
They thought how the flowers were
always contented, how animals cared for
and looked after their young. Then of the
people they knew who were loving and
friendly, hardworking and helpful, polite
and patient, trustworthy and tender.
“People,” said Alan thoughtfully, “can have all of God’s
Words in them.”
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The Yellow Horses
by Cynthia O’Shea
There was once a wealthy landlord with a troop of fine horses. The horses
came from the same stock but were of different colours. Some were red, some
were black, some white, some brown and some yellow.

One day the landlord told his son that he was going on a long journey and
would be gone for many years. "I leave my fine troop of horses in your care while
I am gone," he said. "I want you to care for them faithfully and I hope that all
goes well for you while I am away."
His son liked all the horses; but he didn't like the yellow ones quite so much
because he had fallen from a yellow horse once, and besides that he just didn't
like the colour yellow. So while his father was away he didn't care for them quite
as well as he cared for the others. He would often put the other horses in the
best fields where the best, most nutritious grass grew thickly. The yellow horses
he would put in the fields where the poor grass grew thinly. He didn't ride them
much because he feared he might have another fall. He didn't brush them or
stroke them either as he did when he groomed the others.
As time went by, the yellow horses became more wild. Since they were
eating the thinner grass, they became thin and their coats did not shine any
more. The son thought he liked them even less. He did not notice what nice
natures they had and how they protected each other.
After a very long time the father returned from his travels. He was quite old
now, and his hair was white. When he went to his troop of horses, he saw that
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the yellow horses were separated from the others and were wilder and thinner
than the rest.
He asked his son why the yellow ones were in the worst fields. The son
replied, "They are not worth putting in the best fields. They are not as tame as
the others and more difficult to ride, so it is not worth wasting the best grass on
them. I have given the best fields to the best horses. In my eyes these yellow
horses are inferior to the rest."
The father became unhappy when he heard this. He loved all of his horses,
and he had wanted them all to be cared for very well. He said, "You are wrong,
my son! These horses are all from the same stock. It is because you have put
them on the worst land and you have not treated them well that they are like this.
You have not ridden them or groomed them or shown them kindness.“
The father smiled sadly but patiently at his son. He was a good and wise
man. He loved his son, but he saw how foolish he had been. "What you have
done is very wrong so now you must take special care of these yellow horses.
You must feed them the best grass now to bring them back to strength. You
must groom them and train them very well."
The son loved his father and wished to obey him. He was sorry he had
been unkind and unjust and not looked after the yellow horses as well as he had
looked after the others. He now took special care of the scruffy yellow horses.
He fed them well. He taught them to prance in a princely fashion. He brushed
their coats until they began to shine like gold. Soon they became famous
throughout the land, not as the dirty yellow horses but as the shining golden
horses! People came from all around the country to see them.

The father was proud of all the horses now. He was also proud of his son
for caring so well for all the horses in the end, and for realising that he should
have shown love to them all from the beginning.
8

Crossword about “The Yellow Horses” story

Across
4.
6.
7.
8.

What did the son teach the yellow horses to do? (begins with ‘p’)
What did the coats of the yellow horses shine like when they were groomed?
What happened to the son when he first rode one of the yellow horses?
(He _ _ _ _)
The opposite of wild.

Down
1.
2.
3.
5.
7.

What did the father feel in the end about all his horses and his son? (begins with ‘p’)
How did the father feel when he returned and saw the poor condition of some of
the horses?
The colour of the neglected horses.
What was the feeling the son should have had for all the horses from the beginning?
The opposite of thin.
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WORD SEARCH
“It is a ... truth that all humanity is the

creation of God. All

are His servants and under His protection. All are recipients of
His bestowals. God is kind to all His servants. At most it is this:
that some are ignorant; they must be educated…. Some are sick
and ailing; they must be healed.”

`Abdu’l-Bahá

In the word search below, find the words which are
highlighted and underlined in the above quotation.
Words go in every direction, including backwards.
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True Stories about Children

Hero of the Heavenly Hats

Anthony was 10 years old when he thought of a good way to help people.
His grandmother was in hospital because she had cancer and Anthony used to
visit her often. Because of the treatment his grandmother was receiving, all
her hair had fallen out. This meant that she was completely bald. When the
treatment ended, she knew her hair would grow back again, but it would take
many months before that happened. So Anthony thought of a way to make
her feel better until her hair grew again. He would buy her a hat! Not just
any old hat, but something new and comfortable and attractive.
He looked around the hospital ward and saw that there were other
people there who had also lost their hair because of the medical treatment
they were having. Why not find a way to give them new hats too? he
thought.
Although he was so young, he started his own community service project.
He called it the “Heavenly Hats Foundation”! Many people, individuals and
shops, helped by donating free hats of every shape, size and colour to the
project. And four years later, by the time Anthony was 14 years old, over
50,000 hats had been given to more than 150 hospitals, and thousands more
were given to individuals who were recovering at home.
When he was asked about his project, Anthony said, “I
wanted to provide comfort, warmth and kindness to people who
were going through a very tough time in their lives.”
From one small act of kindness because
Anthony loved his grandmother and wanted to do
something for her, thousands of other acts of
kindnesses grew.
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People and Places
The Bushmen
The Bushmen are the oldest inhabitants of
South Africa, where they have lived for at least
20,000 years. For thousands of years they were the
only inhabitants in that area. They were nomads,
and a few still are today, although many now live in
houses in places called settlements.
Because they were nomads and were wandering from place to place, the children couldn’t go to
school, but they did learn many things which we
don’t know. For example, when they were walking
over the desert and had no water to drink, they knew where to dig beneath the
sand to find bulbs or roots full of liquid so they did not die of thirst. And when
they were tracking animals, they knew how long ago an animal had passed that
way by knowing how long it takes for a blade of grass to spring back after it has
been trodden on, or how long it takes a spider to repair its web after it has been
broken by a deer or other animal.
They have a wonderful understanding and
respect for animals, and while they used to hunt
animals with bows and arrows, they only shot what
they needed to eat. They didn’t have pots and pans
but used ostrich eggshells to hold liquids, and they
stored food in animal skins. They also ate many different kinds of plants, and as they walked over the
desert, they planned their journeys so they arrived at
certain places exactly when the fruit or berries growing there were ripe for eating.
One day a Bahá’í called Tam traveled from Scotland to the Kalahari Desert
in Botswana, where some Bushmen lived. He wanted to tell them about
Bahá’u’lláh. Some had already become wonderful Bahá’í, but there were still
many who hadn’t yet heard about the Faith But at first all Tam could see was
sand and sand and more sand. There was no sign of any people. If the Bushmen did not want to be found, then they just seemed to melt into the desert! But
although Tam couldn’t see the Bushmen, they were watching Tam and the interpreter who was with him! After a while, they slowly appeared and asked him
12

what he had come to tell them. Tam started to speak, but the head man soon
held up his hand to stop him. Through the interpreter, the Bushman asked Tam
to look him in the eyes while he was
speaking.
“If I can see your eyes,” said the
Bushman, “then I will know if what you
say is true or not.”
Tam looked into his eyes and told
him that God loves everyone and that
Bahá’u’lláh had come to bring peace
and unity to the world.
Now, for many years the Bushmen had been treated very badly by other
people who were prejudiced against them. Not so long ago, governments in
neighbouring countries had even promised to give money to anyone who could
prove they had killed a Bushman. So when the headman heard that God had
sent Bahá’u’lláh to bring unity to all mankind, his heart was touched with love.
He looked intently back at Tam and said he believed in this new Message
from God.

~~~~~~
This is a hunting prayer of the Bushmen. “Abo Itse” means “Great Father”
and is the Bushman word for God.
I am weak from thirst and hunger.
Abo Itse, let me live!
Let me stumble on a melon,
Let me find a nest of eggs.
Abo Itse, pierce the rain cloud,
Let the flood things be laid bare.
Let my digging stick uncover
Ant eggs hidden in the sand.
Let me find sweet roots and honey,
Let me come upon a pool.
Let me eat and drink, O Itse,
Give me that which I must have.
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See if you can make the “click”
sounds in the Bushman Language
In the past, the language of the Bushmen was
never written down. When the Bushmen were living as
nomads, no one could read or write, so there was no need
for books. It is a difficult language to learn because it has many click
sounds in it which we are not used to. These click sounds are represented
by symbols such as !, /, //, ‡, |.
These click sounds are not just one kind of click. They are made in
different ways by the tongue and the way in which air is released into the
mouth. Don’t try to say the sound, just let your tongue make it. Practise
making the following clicks in the Bushman language from the instructions
below:

"/" This sounds like "tsk, tsk" and is made by putting the
tongue immediately behind the front teeth.
"≠" This is a soft "pop" made by putting the tongue just behind
the ridge back of the front teeth.
"!" This is a sharp "pop" made by drawing the tongue down quickly
from the roof of the mouth.
"//" This is a clucking sound like that made in English to urge on
a horse.
.
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“O ye lovers of God!
Be kind to all peoples.…
Think ye of love and
good fellowship
as the delights
of heaven.”
`Abdu’l-Bahá
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Welcoming Guests
In a simple way, being hospitable means welcoming people to your home, or
inviting them to a meal with you. It is about how we treat people and how
welcome we make them feel.
Imagine a Feast or prayer meeting is being held in your house and
many people are coming. Your mum and dad are busy in the kitchen
preparing the food and they have asked you to welcome the guests.
You know some people but others are new. How do you welcome
someone you have never met before who has been invited to come
to your house?
Look at the list below and tick the ways we should welcome or
treat someone. (Remember the story on page 5 about `Abdu’lBahá, and how He welcomed everyone, however busy He was, even a
group of people who were on holiday and whom He had never seen
before.)
Tick the ones you think are right:
you smile and say hello
you don’t say anything but stare at them
you introduce yourself
you frown and look suspicious
you say “Come in”
you say “Please come in”
you don’t say anything but turn away and leave them standing at
the door
when the food is ready you help yourself first
when the food is ready you help hand it round
you take the biggest piece of cake before anyone else does
you leave the biggest piece of cake in case one of your guests
would like it
when a guest leaves to go home at the end you don’t notice
when a guest leaves at the end you say goodbye to them
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Hospitality
Written & Illustrated by Carolyn Gibbs

Lights on,
Warm room,
Visitors
Here soon.
Comfy chairs,
Big settees,
Bell rings –
Answer please!
Open door,
Shake hands,
Friends from
Far-off lands.
How’s things?
All O.K.?
Nice to see you!
Do stay!
Serve cake,
Make tea,
Heartfelt
Hospitality!
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Warning! Hot things burn! Ask for permission and help from an adult especially
before cooking the oatmeal cookies, or using the blender.

Chocolate Truffles
2oz (50 g) Butter or hard margarine
2oz (50g) Cocoa powder
4oz (100g) Icing sugar
For coating: dessicated coconut, or hundreds and thousands, or vermicelli.
Press the ingredients together with the back of a spoon, this takes a while but eventually the mixture
comes together and gradually changes colour.
Then add your choice of flavouring , e.g., 1 tsp vanilla essence.
Roll small amounts of the mixture into small balls and then cover them by rolling in either desiccated
coconut, hundreds and thousands or vermicelli.
Cover and leave to dry for 24 hours.

2 Smoothies
Mix :
1 pint milk (2 cups)
Tub of strawberry yoghourt
Sliced banana
Blend on high speed until thick and smooth

Mix:
1 cup orange juice
1 cup raspberry yoghourt
1 cup plain yoghourt
½ banana
½ cup frozen raspberries

Oatmeal Cookies
Ingredients:
• 1/2 cup butter or margarine, softened
• 1/2 cup granulated or light brown sugar
• 1 dessertspoon golden syrup
• 1 egg
• 1 teaspoon vanilla extract
• 1 cup self-raising flour
• 1/4 teaspoon salt
• 1 cup uncooked rolled oats
• 1/2 cup of either chopped nuts or raisins
Directions:
1. Ask an adult to heat the oven to 350 F.
2. Beat butter, sugar and golden syrup in large bowl until well blended. Add egg and vanilla; beat
well. Stir together flour and salt. Gradually beat into butter mixture, beating until thoroughly blended.
Stir in oats. Stir in nuts or raisins. (Batter will be very stiff.) Drop by rounded teaspoons onto
ungreased cookie sheet.
3. Bake 10 to 12 minutes or until edges of cookies are golden. Ask an adult to remove from oven
and cool slightly; then remove from cookie sheet to wire rack. Cool.
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`Abdu’l-Baha says:
“… concerning the Feast ….
Let the beloved of God
gather together and
associate most lovingly and spiritually
and happily with one another.”

“The host … showing kindness to all,
must be a comfort to each one,
and serve the friends with his own hands.”
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The Clue Club
“Discovering a Friend”
By Alison Watson

It was one of those big sky days, the clouds miles above and white
against the sharp blue. The kite
was swooping and diving in
streaks of red and yellow with
both boys running to keep it as
high as it would go.
“This is going to be the best kite
day ever,” yelled Theo as he ran
on ahead holding the string. They
had reached the top of the hill,
the highest one in the folding
rippling country not far from
their homes. Here they could yell
and call out as loud as they
wanted, only scaring the odd bird and rabbit.
It was as the kite dived down that Abel and Theo noticed the boy. He
had run down to pick it up and was bringing it over. He wasn’t from school and
they hadn’t seen him before.
“This your…, “ the boy hesitated, not know the
correct word in English. “It very good,” he grinned.
Abel and Theo looked at each other – yep, he
certainly wasn’t from the village.
“My name Ferouz. What yours?” said the boy.
Abel introduced himself and Theo, and that was it.
The rest of the afternoon was spent with the three them
whooping and running from place to place watching the
kite rising ever higher.
Ferouz could really run and it was all Theo and Abel
could do to keep up with him. They eventually all sat down
and Ferouz was bombarded with questions. The boys managed to finally put together that he was the same age as
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them and had moved into the village with his family from Turkey.
“I’ve never been there,” said Theo. “Must be warmer than here.”
“Very much warmer, but I come from small village, like this one,”
explained Ferouz.
It wasn’t till Abel looked at his watch that he realised how much time
had gone by.
“Theo and I will have to run, Ferouz, but we’ll see you around.”
As they sprinted for home Theo looked back and suddenly felt bad for
leaving Ferouz standing all alone.
“He’ll be fine,” said Abel. “He’s got dinner waiting for him just like us.”
Theo wasn’t so sure, but soon forgot as he piled into his house, scattering trainers, jacket and kite.
The next day, Amy, Abel’s big sister, was hurrying them along the road
to school as usual. Theo’s young sister Celeste was barely able to keep up.
“I know Mum put you in charge but do you have to be soooo bossy?”
groaned Abel.
“Right,” said Amy, as they came to the primary school. “There’s the
gate. Go straight in! I’ve got to run. Just wait till you guys go to High School,
then you’ll know why I’m always rushing you!”
The usual groups had formed in the
playground and Celeste set off to
find her friends, but Theo noticed a
crowd in the corner. Abel looked a
bit wary and not too happy about
investigating what they were doing.
“I don’t know what they’re up to, but
it doesn’t look good,” he whispered
to Theo. Somehow the boys knew
before they could even see him that
Ferouz was in the middle of the
crowd and that the bigger boys were
bullying him.
“What did you say? Can’t you speak
English?” one boy was saying.
“If you’re fromTurkey, then what do
you eat for Christimas?” shouted
another.
Everyone was laughing and Ferouz, near to tears and with red cheeks,
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folded his arms and stared them down as best he could so they wouldn’t
know how frightened he was. It was then that he saw Theo and Abel, and a
huge grin spread over his face. Faced with the crowd, which had already
grown bigger, both boys knew what they were letting themselves in for. But
suddenly it didn’t seem to matter, and they rushed in and grabbed Ferouz
and took him along with them to the class.
“Hey, where you going with him?” someone shouted.
“To show him around the school, where do you think!” yelled Theo as
they walked away.
The day passed and the boys made it clear to one and all that Ferouz
was with them. They had sports in the afternoon, and Abel and Theo were
excited. Teams were going to be chosen to compete in the annual sports day
with the primary school in the next town. Usually the other school won most
of the events, but perhaps this year would be different.
“Ferouz, make sure you try out for the running, you’re so fast,” said
Abel.
But Ferouz did not want to run. Eventually, Theo realised why —
Firouz didn’t have any gym stuff. Before long Theo had managed to borrow a
pair of spare trainers and Abel gave him his spare shorts.
“Don’t worry, they’re clean!” he laughed. Then they all laughed because
the shorts were far too large for Ferouz and he did look funny, but he
didn’t seem to mind and was grinning from ear to ear.
As everyone gathered to try out for the different events, they
stared at the new boy. He was slight and
small for his age and the bigger boys didn’t
think much of him, but they were curious to
see how fast he could run.
Theo and Abel qualified in their heats for
the 100 meter race, and then the last heat
started. Firouz was in this one. The wellworn track was once again trampled by
speeding feet. The crowd fell to a hush.
Nobody could believe their eyes — Ferouz
was tearing up the track and all they could
see was the back of his shirt! Even Mr Perriman the gym teacher was speechless. Abel
and Theo were hoarse with cheering Firouz
on, and Celeste was leaping up and down with
excitement.
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As he crossed the finishing line the whole place erupted. The school
finally had someone who could win a medal!

After school Ferouz walked with his new friends back to Abel and
Amy’s house.
“You should phone your mum to let her know you’re with us,” said
Celeste.
“No need to do that,” said Abel’s mum with a
smile as she poked her head round the kitchen door.
The children looked surprised.
“No worry phone ‘cos I right here!” called a
voice from the kitchen.
Ferouz’s face lit up as a very round,
dark haired women came out of the
kitchen and gave him an enormous hug.
“This my mum,” he explained.
The kitchen was a great gaggle of
people making tea and juice and with
plates of biscuits disappearing faster
than they could be put out. Amy was
particularly popular as she was in
charge of a large tub of ice-cream.
“How did you meet Ferouz’s mum?”
Theo asked Abel’s mother.
“Well, his dad is going to be one of the doctors at the new Health Clinic, and as part of the
Inter-Faith committee for this area they got in
touch with me to help them settle in, but I see
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you’ve done that already for Ferouz,” she smiled.
As a big thank you, Ferouz’s mum made them the most delicious dinner
they had ever tasted, and afterwards all three families spent the evening
together and the boys finally had the chance to tell them about “The Big
Race”.
Some days later, as Abel and Theo sat on the front step, it suddenly
occurred to them how different things
would have turned out if they had
ignored Ferouz.
“I kept thinking what my mum and dad
always say,” said Theo.
“Let me guess – I bet it is the same
thing my mum and dad always say!’” said
Abel. ‘”Consort with the followers of all
religions with friendliness and fellowship’,” he quoted.
“That’s the one,” smiled Theo.
Then they ran off to meet Ferouz.
After all, there was a big race to train
for!

“Consort with
the followers
of all religions
with friendliness
and fellowship.”
Bahá’u’lláh
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Your News
Uist Get-Together
On a sunny weekend in August, Carmel, Michael, Lucy, James, David, Nadine
and Fazel (from three different communities) met on the island of North
Uist in the Western Isles of Scotland for one of their
regular get-togethers to study the Faith, go for walks
along the lovely white shell beaches and to have fun.
On the first day they prepared a devotional and wrote
and performed a play about being teased at school
because they were Bahá’ís and how to deal with this by
remaining calm and confidant. The play was serious but
humorous too and the audience enjoyed it hugely. The
young people then all told jokes and sang a selection of songs (including one
in Gaelic, the language widely spoken in the Western Isles). Then, one by
one, they left the stage, leaving Nadine on her own to end the programme
with a beautiful song in Gaelic about a boatman sailing with two of his
friends who were guiding him safely to another island.
The children came from North Uist, the Isle of Skye and Inverness,
and their next meeting took place the following month on Skye, where they
were joined by Fergus and Andrew and two of their friends.
Nadine wrote:
“In September it was beautiful weather so we went down near the
holy well in Skye and played some ball games. We practised reading
a story of the early life of Bahá’u’lláh for the Holy Day in Inverness.
After some lovely food we started a new book called ‘Breezes of
Confirmation’. This went down really well because we could all
take part and it was not too hard for anyone. We had a lot of
fun working on the book. The main thing was that we all had a good
time and we would like to thank everyone who has worked so hard to
make sure we can get together like this.”

Some of the Writings of Bahá'u’lláh have been translated into Gaelic, and leaflets
have been written in Gaelic about the Bahá’í Faith.

Tha na Bahá'ís a' creidsinn ann an Dia
means: Bahá'ís believe in God.
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Amazing Stories from the Dawn-Breakers
Stories adapted by Jacqueline Mehrabi and illustrated by Malcolm Lee
(The story so far: The Bab has sent His first disciples (including Mulla Husayn) on different
missions. Quddus is one of these disciples and is delighted when the Bab chooses him to go with
Him to Mecca. But first they have to go on an uncomfortable boat journey…. Note: none of the
people in the boat illustrations is meant to be the Báb, as He is too holy to draw)

Part 11
The Báb and Quddus Set Out for Mecca: The Boat Journey

The Báb received a letter from Mullá Husayn telling Him the names of the
people who had become Bábís on his travels and all about finding Bahá’u’lláh in
Tihrán. The Báb was overjoyed at this news. And He decided it was now time
for Him to go to Mecca to visit the most important Muslim holy shrines and tell
everyone there that He was the Promised One.
He asked Quddús, the last of the Letters of the Living, to go with Him.
Together they boarded a boat which would take them on the first part of their
journey.
The boat was old and slow, and the sea was wild and stormy. Most of the
passengers suffered from terrible seasickness and began to fear for their lives
as the boat rocked violently from side to
side and up and down. But the Báb and
Quddús were very calm. They were
often seen sitting on the deck, busy
writing and talking together. God would
tell the Báb what to say, and Quddús
would quickly write the words on page
after page of paper.
Although the Báb did not mind the hardship of the journey, He felt sorry for
the other passengers. He prayed that God would help people make better boats
in the future so that travel by sea would become safer and more comfortable.
God answered His prayer and today some ships are even like hotels, with
restaurants, proper bedrooms and showers. Some even have shops and
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swimming pools.
Quddús did not mind having to travel on the old, uncomfortable boat either.
He did not even mind having to sleep on the crowded deck with the other passengers. He could think of nothing more wonderful than to be with the beloved
Báb wherever that might be.
The boat journey lasted for two months. Near the end there was not
enough food and all the fresh water ran out. Some of the passengers became
bad tempered. One man in particular quarrelled with everyone, and was
especially rude to the Báb. He was jealous of the Báb because everyone liked
Him so much.
The captain of the boat became impatient with this man who was making
life so difficult for everyone. One day he lost patience with the passenger’s bad
behaviour and ordered him to be thrown into the sea! The Báb pleaded with the
captain and the man was given one more chance to behave.
But before long, he
began to make trouble
again. He became such a
nuisance that the captain
once more ordered the
sailors to throw him overboard. They all took hold
of his arms and legs and
lifted him up and carried
him to the side of the boat.
They were just about to drop him over the side when the Báb again intervened and begged the captain to forgive him. The Báb said that by behaving so
badly the man was only harming himself.
The captain was surprised. He knew that the man had treated the Báb
more rudely than anyone else. Now the Báb was pleading for the man’s life and
saying he should be forgiven! Reluctantly, the captain agreed to allow the
quarrelsome passenger to remain on board the boat.
(To be continued)
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The Kitáb-i-Aqdas ~ The Most Holy Book
Lesson Three
In the very first verse of the Kitáb-i-Aqdas, Bahá’u’lláh speaks of two
duties, which He calls twins because they go together and you cannot have
one without the other. The first duty was in Lesson Two and is about
believing in Bahá’u’lláh as the Manifestation of God for this day. When we
have done that, then we go onto the second duty.
Both the first duty and the second can be found in the following verse,
where some key words have been highlighted.

“The first duty prescribed by God for His servants is the recognition of Him Who is the Dayspring of His Revelation and
the Fountain of His laws… Whoso achieveth this duty hath attained unto all good.... It behoveth everyone who reacheth this
most sublime station … to observe every ordinance of Him
Who is the Desire of the world. These twin duties are inseparable. Neither is acceptable without the other. Thus hath
it been decreed by Him Who is the Source of Divine inspiration.”
Bahá'u'lláh
1.

In this day, Who is “the Dayspring of His [God’s] revelation”?
——————————————————————————–

2.

When we recognise Baha’u’llah, what do we attain to? (line 4 of quote))

unto all ——————————————————————
3.

When we recognise Baha’u’llah, what should we then observe (obey)?
(line 5)

every ————————————————–——————-of Him Who is the
Desire of the world.
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An ordinance is a law or teaching which we should obey. Write one of the
laws or teachings of Bahá’u’lláh which makes you feel happy, and explain why,

The letters of the words on the left are jumbled up, Draw a line from each
one to the correct word on the right.

tuhurtlf

kind

dnik

loving

ceanl

truthful

esthon

work

inglov

honest

patntie

forgiving

gforingiv

pray

okwr

clean

ayrp

patient
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Holy Day – Birthday of Bahá’u’lláh
12 November 1817
In the land of Persia there was a rich king who lived in a
fine palace. Many important people worked for the king, and
they, too, were rich and lived in grand houses. One of these
important people who served the king was a good man who was
generous to the poor people, and there was much happiness
among the people who lived in his villages and worked on his
farms.
Early one morning, on 12th November 1817, a baby boy was
born to this good man and his wife….
They loved their baby boy very much. They did not know
that their Son was the Promised One from God and that one
day He would be known by the name of Bahá’u’lláh (the Glory
of God), but they knew there was something very wonderful
about Him.
His father dreamed that he saw Bahá’u’lláh swimming in a
huge ocean. His body shone like a light upon the waters and
His long black hair floated around His head. Many fish were
attracted by the light shining from Him, and they gathered
round His head holding onto each hair. But although there
were so many, Bahá’u’llah was able to swim quite freely wherever He wished.
Bahá’u’lláh’s father asked a a wise man to tell him the
meaning of this dream and he was told that the sea was this
world and Bahá’u’lláh would become like a King of the whole
world, loved and obeyed by all people, even though at first
many would try to stop Him.
As Bahá’u’lláh grew older, it was plain for everyone to see
that He knew things no one else knew. He understood more
than any teacher or wise man.
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Although Bahá’u’lláh was brought up surrounded with
fine things and important people, He was not interested in
material things. Instead, He preferred to spend His time
walking in the woods and countryside, praying to God and
helping the poor.
And so Bahá’u’lláh quietly grew up, only a very few
people knowing that He was the Glory of God on earth, until
the day came when it was time for everyone to know.

The Best-Beloved is
come…
Happy is the man
that turneth unto Him.”
Bahá’u’lláh
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